TO N-----
ALL day have I been busied about you And pondered over intimate ceremonial To crown love perfectly.   To-night I know That love is perfected with contemplation, Served with calm worship and cool frankincense, And aureoled with the white spiritual fire Of his austerity: for Love is God
0 Word made flesh and born of woman, love Abiding with us, we behold thy glory,
And know none other way of coronation Excepting thorns, excepting Golgotha
Because I have been busied about you To-day, and seen love paramountly crowned With his own crown; because the peril of thorns Is overcrowning you; to-night I know
1  shall not have my purpose of your beauty, Or find if that were happiness after all,
I that am sorry enough with love already